U U 
ley town tui...+ 2t the familiar sound of the ca 
ean voice to look at the gaunt, giant-framed o 
n who was waving his dirty white hat from th 

ntace point of a dry-goods box. 

‘‘Who is he?”’ asked a stranger. 

‘‘Mh, it’s Old Tennessee,’”’ replied the county 
keeper. ‘‘He tramps up the San Joaquin ar 
1 the coast and then up the valley again. Mak 
round trip every three or four months pretty reg 
ty. Tramp? Well, y-e-s, | suppose so, but not lil 
y of theothers. Everyone likes him. Of conrs 
e old fellow’s generally full and makes a good deal 


ise, but he’s always good-natured and he dor 
tal. They say there’s a story about him. Thg 
bes the marshal now. Watch him. Bet he dor 
rest Tennessee.” 

The marshal approached the owner of the stent 


“¢ Come, now, Tennessee,” he said, ‘‘ get down 4 
ere and keep quiet or Ill run you in.” 

“« No you won’t, Dick—no you won’t. You’re on 
uffin’. You wouldn’t arrest Ole Tennessee for 
ndred dollars—wouldn’t arrest Ole Tennessee , w 
bm acrost the plains with your father in ’51—no y 
on’t, Dick. But you'll give Tennessee a drin 


